272 a lighter which he had just purchased, to extend that
little courtesy to his host. As frequently happens, the
lighter would not light.
"GoshP1 the discomfited boy burst out in English,
greatly to the amusement of the Marshal, "wouldn't you
know the thing wouldn't go in a moment like this?"
There was about Pilsudski some constant magnetism
of greatness, that made people instinctively rise when
he entered the room. At Druskieniki tourists stood up
involuntarily when he passed up the road from his cot-
tage to the bathhouse, or strolled through the park or in
the forest. He would have preferred that they should not
do that, for he never wanted attention.
Once at Poznan, the hotbed of opposition to him polit-
ically, a gala performance at the opera was announced in
his honor.  His enemies did not dare plan a demonstra-
tion against him, but decided that they would do nothing
to show him honor; they would remain seated when he
entered his box—slight enough in itself, but a significant
act.   He reached the city late in the afternoon and was
greeted at the station by thousands of people, cheering
him, madly enthusiastic. His enemies were chagrined and
surprised, but explained it by saying, "This is only the
hoi polloi. In the evening the audience will be the intelli-
gentsia, the men who count in Poznan. We will see." But
at the opera the same scene was repeated. He entered the
box and instinctively the great audience rose to its feet
and cheered and cheered—even men and women who had
declared they would not.
One of Pilsudski's close friends went with his wife
and little son, the Marshal's godchild, to the Belvedere.
They stayed for perhaps an hour. Sometimes the inten-
sity of his thought, developing his ideas, brooding
over the future, made it difficult for Mm to build with
words. At such moments friends felt the touch of genius
in Mm—the touch of God, one of them called it. His eyes,
looking far away, warned all those present to silence.

